narrow and thin, the palm hot and the fingers quivering.
Once he had said to Peony, Tour hand makes me think of
that bird I caught. It's trembling/

But Tama's hand was strong and cool. When he held
it, it did not fold and crumple. It held his, too. Before
he could get the whole feeling of it, she drew it away and
they all began to run once more. Then suddenly they
were down the mountain, and there was the bus line, and
they stood waiting for the bus,

Tm hungry again,' Bunji yawned. 'Oh, how my legs
ache!'

'Do yours, Tama?J I-wan asked.

She shook her head. Tm used to walking/ she said.
Her voice was quiet, but she stood alert and buoyant.
He could feel her brimming with a sort of private happi-
ness.

'Have you liked this day?' he asked.

'YesP she answered quickly.

'It's been the best day of my life/ he said. He waited
for her to answer. Then when she said nothing, he asked,
'And you?1

'I don't know what this day has been in my life/ she
said, 'but it has not been like any other day/

Before he could speak the bus came clanging round the
corner and they climbed in. And then they were at home
again. This was home, this house of polished unpainted
wood, spreading among the pines of its garden. The
lights shone pearly through the rice-paper screens as they

came in.

The day was ended. And yet it could never be ended.
He found a letter waiting in his room. It was from his
father. He did not want to read it and he put it aside.
It was not for to-day. For to-day had brought him to the
knowledge of himself. He loved Tama and he wanted
to marry her. Now that he knew, he wondered at his
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